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It was a long road up from the bump and grind circuit 
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Nude and helpless they faced the killer gang 

DIALOGUE WITH A LONDON PROSTITUTE. Michael Lindon 
Intimate interview discloses strange life of English chippy : 
THREE BIRDS WITH ONE STONE. ccc cccceec ee ee Steve S. Shannon 
With her lush body she lured him into a deadly web of intrigue 

THE FEMALE OF THE SPEECHES. Georgie Starbuck Galbraith 
What she says vs. what she means 

DEGREE IN” PIMBING sche cctcecaiiias ett a hase Dich lS ol costo Seas a ete iene a eugertocs Iceberg Slim 


aT. THE, BRIDGE 23 cota sone ets Atenas, some Sant asl ie GN ea Age Den cne cc eeae Ann Taylor 
He saved her life... now she was his, body and soul 


SO YOU WANT TO BE AN INDIAN FIGHTER 


Satirist takes a bite out of our aptitude-testing craze 
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Gary Paulsen 


He found a million dollar maybe in a five and dime 

SOLVED: MAN‘S MOST MASCULINE PROBLEM... Paul Brock 
How to relight the fire in your boiler 

TPC CE Rides Bi oils ec gcut Nee AME enh fee ED ue Sache oO asks Woes tea aha at Jay Solo 
To save her sister she plumbed the depths of corruption 

BEAUTY (IS SIV. HIGH sci ce acoiaeis ees hen ss as tains, ag Ot ua epee ee ae ps peel Leo Guild 
Lovely queens of the mile high club 

THE NOBODY REBELLION. o.oo cscs ces cccccecescesccsceccetensesccteetevssteesogeseccoeeesbe Joe Robert Leonard 
A pussycat takes over in Hollywood's dog-eat-dog world 

ROVE PLU sts eta age tN OD Net Po Cnet ti teua ns pace med A Gil Brewer. 
Too late she discovered his identity 

THE MAN WHO LIVED IN A WHALE. David Gunston 
Authenticated report on the second Jonah 

DOWN TIN TRE OA RUC ac 8 tt Foto lal cite SO te te rae eh ay eet crmcgomseo mea oe Ellis Hart 
Manhunt! A thousand feet below the surface of the earth 

PRD BIS BED SIO TALES 2 scot3 2 ei oF oa aa Sea se atte oh i greats estes oe a Sue ne 2) th sce 
Figleaf frolics present mirth and madness 

SPU SPUR ON ae at ce hse a ts tl asec regs Cot aro tt elle Selec Cordwainer Bird g 
Cameraman’s encounter with lusty model is most unreal... and deadly : 
RON MW EVA UAE Te tga esd all nella dP mens en tag tan ood thE nel ge ih Jack Ritchie | 
A practical joke haunted him to the ends of the earth 

MOLL THE ROARING GIRL ee eee Trevor Holloway 
The all-time, prize-winning, ring-tailed bitch! 
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Dramatic shots of actresses’ rough and tumble 
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Danoawwce was fifty 
and hollow-cheeked. He unstoppered 
the bottle and poured drinks for both 
of us. 

He had already packed. His duffel 
bag, which probably contained all he 
had in the world, lay in one corner. 
When the tide turned, I would row 
him out to my schooner and we would 
leave by the cut through the reef. 

Eight months before, when I’ had 
first stopped here, he had gotten very 
drunk and told me why he had fled to 
the atoll. And now whenever he drank, 
he told me again. 

“Just four seconds,” he said. “If you 
took the spanner and made just a quar- 
ter turn to the left, you heard four dis- 
tinct Ioud ticks, and then...” He 
showed yellow teeth. “Not enough 
time to scramble out of the hole, not 
enough time to run, but just enough 
time to realize that in four seconds you 
were goirig to be blown to bits.” 

Dandridge had been an officer in 
one of the units deactivating time 
bombs and duds which fell in the Lon- 
don area during the blitz. 

I sipped my drink and listened to 
Dandridge talk. One man would go 
down into the hole where the bomb 
lay. Just one man. There was no sense 
in more than one person being blown 
up at’a time, And a telephone line was 
strung between him and his partner— 
several hundred feet away. 

And while the man in the hole 
worked, he would talk. He would de- 
scribe his every action—the turn of a 
screw, the loosening of a bolt—and if 
anything went. wrong, his partner—his 
survivor — would know at which pre- 
cise point the accident had occurred 
and would try to be more cautious if 
ever again he met a similar bomb. 

Dandridge’s eyes went to the sea 
horizon for a few moments, expecting 
to see a sail, but hoping he would not. 
And then he spoke again. “After a 
while, the Germans reversed the firing 
mechanism, so that a quarter of a turn 


to the right set off the bomb. And later ' 


they varied the bag—sometimes it was 
a quarter of a turn to the left, and 
sometimes a quarter of a turn to the 
right.” 
Dandridge kept talking and eventu- 
ally he got to Lieutenant Washburn. 
Lieutenant Washburn had been 


RUN 
WITH 


TIDE 


by Jack Ritchie 


handsome, well born: and educated. ° 


His commanding officer, Captain Dan- 
dridge, was the son of a greengrocer 
and had come up through the ranks. 

“It was in July,” Dandridge said. 
“Washburn had just returned from a 
weekend’s leave. I gave him just time 
enough to put down his bag before we 
took a lorry to the East End where 
one of the bombs had been located in 
the ruins of a warehouse.” 

Dandridge refilled his glass. “It was 
Washburn’s turn to go down the hole. 
We. strung the wire and I took up a 
station down the street with the ear- 
phones and listened as Washburn 
worked and talked. He removed the 
cap of the bomb without difficulty and 
then said, ‘Well, Captain, it looks like 
we have another one of the tickers.’ 
And then he said, ‘Captain, I’m mak- 
ing a quarter turn to the left.’ ” 

Dandridge’s eyes seemed to relive 
the moment. “And then I heard it. 
Four times. Tick .., tick... tick... 
tick.” 

I could almost imagine what it had 


He turned the bomb 

into a booby trap and 

spent the rest of his 

life running from — 
the victim 


been like in that hole, next to the 
bomb... and listening to those four 
ticks. 

And the bomb did not explode. 

Dandridge wiped his forehead. 
“When I got to the hole, I found Wash- 
burn still at the bottom, his face abso- 
lutely dead white and his eyes frozen 
with fear, He was completely . . . unre- 
sponsive. It took four of my men to get 
him out of there and to the hospital.” 

Dandridge finished his glass. “I don’t 
know who told him when he became 
rational again—probably someone had 
seen me when...” 

Dandridge turned to me. “Don’t you 
understand? It was meant to be a joke. 
Just a joke, I had disarmed the bomb 
the day before.” 

His glance flicked to the sea again 
and then back to me. “I...I trans- 
ferred out as soon as I could, I heard 
...in North Africa... that Washburn 
had recovered. Fully recovered, mind 
you, but he still hadn’t given up his 
mad determination to find me... to 
kill me.” Dandridge tilted the bottle to 
his lips. “After the war I decided not 
to return to England. And one day in 
Paris, I saw him-—Washburn—on the 
street looking up at my apartment. 
That was in 1946. And then again in 
Lisbon... and New York... and San 
Francisco.” 

Dandridge stared past the white 
combers reaching for the beach. “He’s 
out there right now. I can feel it.” 

In my wallet lay a letter from a 
friend in England. Answering my 
questions, it informed me that Lieu- 
tenant Washburn was now a solicitor, 
happily married, and except for his 
honeymoon in Paris, he had not strayed 
from the shores of England since 1946. 

Dandridge drank from the bottle 
again. “It was just a joke,” he said. 
“Just a little joke.” 

But I watched his eyes and I knew 
that it had been more than just a little 
joke. When he had had enough drinks 
to dull his fear, he would look back to 
a terrified man crouched beside a 
bomb and once again he would smile. 

No, I would not be the one to tell 
him that he had been fleeing from a 
phantom. 

_ I finished my drink. “All right Dan- 
dridge, the tide’s right. You can start 


running again.” aK; 


